Though less than starpoint in that starry sky,         Sacheverell
To the shadowed meridian, and sloped again,          Sitwell
Nor lit his armour, nor the mask upon his face,
For they burned in eternal night, they smouldered in
it;
Season followed season, there was summer in the
tomb,
Through hidden crevice, down that point of light,
Summer of loud wings and of the ghosts of blossom;
One by one, as harvesters, all heavy laden,
The bees sought their corridor into the dome
With honey of the asphodel, the flower of death,
Or thyme, rain-sodden, and more sweet for that;
Here was their honeycomb, high in the roof,
I heard sweet summer from their drumming wings
Though it wept and rained and was the time of tears;
They made low music, they murmured in the tomb,
As droning nuns through all a shuttered noon,
Who prayed in this place of death, and knew it not.
How sweet such death, with honey from the flowers,
A little air, a little light, and drone of wings,
To long monotony, to prison of the tomb!
But he did not know it. His bones, picked clean,
Were any other bones. The trick is in our mind:
They love not a bed, nor raiment for their bones,
They are happy on cold stone or in the aching water.
And neither care, nor care not, they are only dead.